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An  Empire's  tribute  to  her  glorious  dead  ! 

And  meet  thine  honourable  bones  are  laid 

Amid  departed  warriors  who  made 
Thy  country  great,  for  thou  hast  fought  and  bled 
An  Unknown  Warrior,  and  so  hast  shed 

An  added  lustre,  which  can  never  fade 

Along  the  centuries  of  homage  paid 
To  sons  who  for  her  Honour  perished. 
May  be  thy  disincarnate  soul  has  stood 

And  gazed  in  wonder  on  this  slab  inscribed 
With  honour  unto  thee  and  all  who  passed 
With  thee,  unsorrowing — but  (or  motherhood 

That  sorrows  for  her  countless  sons  who  died 

For  king  and  country,  faithful  to  the  last. 

7 


CONTENTS 

PAGE 

TIME 13 

A  wavelet  on  th'  illimitable  sea 

THE  POET 14 

Companion  of  the  gods — his  empery 

SHAKESPEARE'S  BIRTHPLACE  .  .  .  .15 

So  this  is  where  mine  honoured  Shakespeare's  youth 

WORDSWORTH'S  GRAVE 16 

Fit  resting-place  for  thine  aweary  bones 

WESTMINSTER  ABBEY 17 

Sublimely  grand  in  silent  majesty 

THE  POET'S  CORNER,  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY        ,     21 
If  inspiration  may  be  sometimes  ours 

TO  MY  MUSE 22 

O  come  again,  thou  fascinating  Muse 

NORTH  WALES 23 

What  great  upheaval  in  the  Mighty  Past 

H ADDON  HALL 25 

Proud  relic  of  the  days  of  long  ago 

WIHTE  PEBBLE  COVE,  ILFRACOMBE       .  .  .28 

Down  in  this  little  rock-bound  cove  I  sit 

THE  SEA  31 

Hail  !    my  beloved  sea — majestic  sea 

TO  SAILORS  LOST  AT  SEA  IN  RESCUING  OTHERS     33 
Dead  heroes  of  the  wild  and  surging  sea  I 

MIDNIGHT  LONDON 34 

O  midnight  streets  of  London,  what  a  talc 

9 


TIME  AND  PLACE 


PACK 


MY  PILGRIMAGE 36 

O  God  !   I  marvel  as  I  ponder  Me 

A  SOLILOQUY 39 

How  vast — how  wonderful  thou  art — my  soul ! 

THE  GREATEST  JOY 40 

Is  it  to  revel  in  gay-hearted  mirth  ? 

THE  SOUL 41 

The  old  world  rolls 

ALONENESS 43 

Methinks  'twere  good  sometimes  to  dwell  apart 

A  STARRY  NIGHT 44 

My  soul  is  filled  with  wonder  as  I  gaze 

DOUBT 45 

Whisper  me  not,  insinuating  Doubt 

THE  OLD  YEAR 47 

Another  milestone  by  the  tortuous  way 

ON  THE  OLD  BRIDGE 48 

Here  on  the  old  stone  bridge  I  love  to  rest 

WASTED  TIME 50 

What  two-edged  frauds  men  practise  on  the  soul 

MORNING 51 

Joyous — the  wakening  spirit  hails  the  Morn 

THE  SOUL'S  FUTURE S3 

Shall  not  my  precious  soul — so  conscious  here 

NOONTIDE 55 

A  summer  day,  the  sun  at  noonday  height 

FRIENDSHIP 58 

Unfailing  well  of  joy — spontaneous  sprung 

AN  ANNIVERSARY 60 

Just  twenty  times  the  round  of  seasons  now 

10 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 


A  VALENTINE 6i 

As  Time  rolls  on,  age  works  apace 

TO  A  POET  FRIEND 62 

I  now  inscribe  upon  thy  page — my  verse 

NIGHT 63 

Surpassing  sweet  at  hush  of  eventide 

MY  SPARK 65 

Truly  a  spark  of  the  Eternal  Fire 

THE  SUN 66 

Master-painter,  lord  of  thy  spouse  the  Earth 

THE  MOON 67 

She  sails  majestic  through  the  Southern  Sea 

LIGHT 68 

Glory  of  Heaven — poured  through  outer  skies 

DARKNESS 69 

This  the  sweet  hour  of  quiet  pensive  mood 

THE  CUCKOO 70 

List  to  the  cuckoo  song 

THE  BUTTERFLY 72 

Fragile  creature  of  the  summer  days 

THE  BEE 74 

Thou  happy  toiler  of  the  crowded  hive 

TO  MY  DEAD  DOG /^ 

Alas  !   poor  dog,  thou  couldst  not  ever  know 

DEATH  Ol'  CAPTAIN  WEBB  AT  NIAGARA       .  .      79 

Poor  Webb  !   stalwart  of  frame,  of  noble  mien 

TO  PRINCESS  BEATRICE  (1896)  .  .  .  .80 

A  nation's  grief  commingles  with  your  own 

KRUGER  (1899) «i 

Where  stolid  ignorance  is  seated  high 

II 


TIME  AND  PLACE 

PAGE 

THE  GREAT  WHITE  CZAR  (1904-5)  .  ...     82 

Behold  the  Great  White  Czar  !  once  honoured  Czar 

EDWARD  THE  PEACEMAKER  (MAY  7TH,  1 910).  .     84 

The  king  is  dead — beloved  king  is  dead  ! 

ENGLAND,  AWAKE!  (AGADIR,   191 1)         .  .  .86 

England,  awake  !   build  up  your  iron  walls 

THE  WAR-LORD  (AUGUST,   1914)       .  .  .  .88 

The  world  at  war  !   at  last  the  fateful  hour 

THE  WAR-LORD  (CHRISTMAS,   1916)  .  .  .89 

So,  War-lord, — would-be  ruler  of  the  earth 

THE  WAR-LORD  (NOVEMBER,   191 8)  .  .  .90 

At  last,  arch-hypocrite,  thou  art  brought  low 

BELGIUM  (1918) 91 

Hail,  little  Belgium  of  intrepid  soul ! 

FRANCE  (1918) 92 

Indomitable  France  !    at  last  thy  day 

ENGLAND  (1914) 93 

Proud  Albion  !    mistress  of  all  the  seas 

AMERICA  (1916) 94 

Through  bitter  years  of  world-wide  suffering 

GERMANY  (1914-1918) 95 

Insatiate  in  wicked  lust  of  Power 

THE  LAST  ROMANOFF  (1917) 9^ 

Inglorious  monarch  of  once  mighty  throne 


12 


TIME 

A  WAVELET  on  th'  illimitable  sea 

Of  God's  mysterious  Eternity — 

Time  rears  its  tiny  crest  from  out  the  Vast 

To  fall  engulfed  in  the  Eternal  Past, 

Its  little  passage  of  the  moments  spent 

In  the  fulfilment  of  Divine  Intent. 

A  ray  of  Love  from  out  the  Great  Eterne, 
Pregnant  with  germs  of  Life  which  shall  return 
Through  evolutions  of  these  transient  spheres 
Unto  High  Heaven — encased  in  golden  ears 
Of  harvest,  ripened  souls  of  gods  and  men 
Safe  garnered  in  the  Heavenly  Home  again. 
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THE  POET 

Companion  of  the  gods — his  empery 
Scorneth  the  narrow  bounds  of  fretting  clay 
And  Gloom,  up  into  Light  he  soars  away 

Where  Love  sits  throned  in  radiant  purity  ; 

In  reverent  awe  unfolds  Life's  mystery — 
The  glory  of  the  arduous  upward  way 
Of  souls  evolving  unto  Perfect  Day, 

And  sorroweth  for  Man's  perversity. 

So  rapt  his  wondering  soul — elate  he  sings 
In  rhythmic  cadence  of  immortal  song 
The  glories  of  the  Universe,  and  fires 

Men's  hearts  with  faith — all  Good  shall  rise  on  wings 
Through  every  passing  mist  of  temporal  Wrong 
Up  to  the  future  heights  where  Woe  expires. 
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SHAKESPEARE'S  BIRTHPLACE 

So  this  is  where  mine  honoured  Shakespeare's  youth 
Was  spent !  Twas  here  his  mighty  soul  awoke — 
Within  these  ancient  walls  of  framed  oak — 

From  spirit  slumbers  ;  here  again  the  Truth 

Shone  through  the  windows  of  his  soul— in  sooth 
In  radiant  streams  of  light,  and  so  he  spoke 
In  trenchant  words  of  wisdom  of  the  yoke 

That  still  enthralls  a  foolish  world  in  ruth. 

His  was  it  to  portray  the  passing  show 
Of  monarchs,  and  the  miserable  frauds 

Of  sycophants  who  prowl  about  their  courts  ; 

And  so  to  point  the  world— from  liigh  to  low— 
The  hoUowncss  of  fascinating  gauds, 

And  lasting  honour  where  the  Truth  consorts. 


WORDSWORTH'S  GRAVE 

Fit  resting-place  for  thine  aweary  bones, — 
Once  constant  lover  of  these  glorious  hills 
And  peaceful  verdured  vales,  where  limpid  rills 

Gambol  in  merry  song  amid  the  stones. 

Far  from  the  painful  sound  of  city  groans 
And  clash  of  vicious  greeds  ;  here  quiet  fills 
The  rapturous  air,  and  every  pure  heart  thrills 

With  sweeter  joy  than  pride  and  pomp  of  thrones. 

Oft  hast  thou  mused  in  this  ancient  yard, 

Thy  much  beloved  Rotha  flowing  near, 

But  now  thy  mortal  is  put  off  and  lies 

Companioned  in  the  mould  by  brother  bard 

And  kith  and  kin,  where  erst  thou  lov'dst  to  hear 
Dame  Nature  crooning  to  the  listening  skies. 
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WESTMINSTER  ABBEY 

Sublimely  grand  in  silent  majesty 

This  gloriously  fashioned  ancient  pile  ! 

Massed  up  of  ponderous  walls  and  buttresses, 

With  lofty  gables,  pointing  pinnacles, 

And  arches  set  between — with  traceries 

In  flowing  curvatures  of  moulded  stone, 

Framing  the  exquisitely  tinted  glass 

That  charms  the  light  of  day  in  passing  through 

To  solemn  dimness  of  the  aisles  within  ; 

Tier  upon  tier  of  such — with  crowning  moulds 

And  grotesque  carvings  interspersed  withal  ; 

High  above  all  the  rest,  two  stately  towers — 

Like  solemn  sentinels  of  Time  on  guard. 

Complete  the  glory  of  the  splendid  wliolc. 

And  as  I  contemplate  tlic  wondrous  mass — 
B  17 


TIME  AND  PLACE 

The  hallowed  shrine  of  many  centuries — 

My  raptured  and  insatiate  soul  is  moved 

To  reverential  longing  for  the  peace 

That  ever  reigns  within  the  ancient  walls, — 

Peace    which    the    world    without    hath    not    to 

give,— 
And  filled  with  strangely  sweet  and  holy  thoughts 
I  leave  the  noisy  hurryings  of  life 
Without  and  bear  my  yearning  soul  within 
The  sacred  precincts  of  the  mighty  church  ; 
Here,  all  serenely  calm  and  comforting, — 
The  constant  muffled  roar  of  life  without 
Lending  sweet  emphasis  to  peace  within  ; 
Amidst  the  soothing  calm  I  wander  on — 
Compassed  on  every  side  with  sumptuous  art 
Wrought  of  the  holy  zeal  of  pious  souls, — 
Through    transept,    nave   and   choir,    from    aisle 

to  aisle ; 
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WESTMINSTER  ABBEY 

Here — bases  piled  in  cunning  artifice. 

And  marvels  of  encircling  caps  and  bands 

To  tall  and  clustered  columns  holding  up 

The  richly  moulded  arches  overhead 

With  labyrinths  of  vaulted  roofs  beyond  : 

On  every  side  the  long  departed  dead 

Are  memory  mantled  in  the  gorgeous  tombs 

And  mural  monuments  and  epitaphs. 

Or — maybe — simple  pavement  slabs  inscribed 

With  name  and  date  of  soul's  release  from  bonds 

Of  human  tenement  ;  there  are  the  great 

And  greater  still,  dead  heroes,  poets,  kings. 

Whose  glory  hath  shone  down  the  centuries — 

Immortal, — yet  to  hve  when  all  this  pomp 

Of  edifice  and  tomb  is  swept  away 

By  unrelenting  Time, — yea  even  now 

This  perisheth  in  the  hard  grip  of  years, 

And  one  day  soon  in  the  Eternal  How — 


TIME  AND  PLACE 

Ere    Time    be    spent,     these    sculptured    monu- 
ments,— 
This  noble  pile,  shall  mingle  with  the  dust 
Of  dead  men's  bones  beneath  or  laid  hard  by. 
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THE  POETS'  CORNER,  WESTMINSTER 

ABBEY 

If  inspiration  may  be  sometimes  ours, 
'Tis  surely  here  amid  the  quiet  tombs 
Of  the  poetic  dead  ;  here  Wisdom  looms 

Ethereally  decked  in  mystic  flowers 

Of  glowing  imagery  from  the  bowers 
Of  ages  gone,  eternal — still  it  blooms, 
And  casts  the  fragrance  of  its  sweet  perfumes 

Athwart  the  nostrils  of  the  fleeting  hours. 

0  to  be  caught  up  on  enchanted  wings 
To  pensive  flutter  on  from  flower  to  flower. 
That  I  might  cull  some  ecstasy  of  each, 

And  pondering  the  rapturous  high-souled  things. 
Mould  them  anew  into  poetic  power 

To  wield  for  Love  with  world  embracing  reach. 
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TO  MY  MUSE 

O  COME  again,  thou  fascinating  Muse, 
And  touch  once  more  the  mystic  lyre  for  me- 
Enfolding  me  in  sweet  captivity 
Of  charms  I  love  so  well,  and  rather  choose 
Than  all  the  grosser  joys  the  world  pursues  : 
Fain  would  I  live  in  the  felicity 
That  would  be  mine  if  wedded  unto  thee  ; 
But  held  in  fretting  bonds  of  mart — I  lose 
Much  of  the  bliss  of  thy  companionship. 
I  pray  thee  then  for  very  pity  make 
Thy  sojourn  with  me  in  my  leisure  hours, 
That  thou  and  I  in  fond  embrace  may  sip 
The  ecstasies  which  only  they  partake 
Who  meet  in  loving  sympathy  like  ours. 
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NORTH  WALES 

I 

What  great  upheaval  in  the  Mighty  Past 
Hath  reared  these  rolHng  hills  with  crest  on  crest 
Uphfted  unto  heaven  ;  all  now  at  rest — 

Majestic  monuments  of  homage  cast 

By  Nature  at  the  feet  of  God  ;  steadfast 
Until  the  World  shall  cease  to  roll — confessed 
Its  glorious  purpose  finished,  and  so  blest 

In  full  fruition  of  the  Word  at  last. 

O  sing  for  joy  my  soul  this  summer  morn, 
That  thou  hast  place  in  this  Great  Scheme  of  His 
Set  in  a  world  so  wonderful  and  fair, 

For  if  Beyond— maybe— thou  shalt  be  born 

In  other  worlds,  thou  canst  partake  no  bliss 

More  precious  to  thy  soul  than  this  thy  share. 
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TIME  ANT)  PLACE 

II 

If  on  the  hills  of  Venus — Mars  thou  roam, 
Or  some  far-distant  orb  of  other  Sun, 
Another  of  thy  journeyings  begun 

Along  the  way  unto  thy  distant  Home, 

There  wilt  thou  find  the  same  great  azure  dome, 
Decked  with  the  myriad  rolling  spheres  that  run 
Their  courses  ever  on  till  rest  is  won 

And  all  Creation  unto  Heaven  hath  clomb. 

There  may  be  scenes  of  far  more  glorious  hues. 
With  mountains,  valleys,  rivers  more  sublime, 
And  seas  more  glorious  than  these  of  Earth, 

But  there  too,  surely,  thou  must  pay  the  dues 
Of  faithful  service  if  thou  fain  wouldst  climb 
The  higher  steeps  of  Life  to  greater  worth. 
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HADDON  HALL 

I 
Proud  relic  of  the  days  of  long  ago, — 
Strong-builded  still  defiant  of  decay. 
Thou  standest  yet  majestic  to  this  day 
Though  centuries  about  thee  come  and  go  ; 
And  as  I  gaze  on  thee  from  mead  below 

Watching  the  summer  sunshine  on  thee  play, 
I  seem — the  nonce — transported  far  away 
Into  a  past  with  chivalry  aglow. 
I  see  again  the  stalwarts  gathering 

Within  the  court,  in  glittering  armour  clad, 
Gay  mounted,  bravely  armed  with  sword  and 
shield, 
About  to  leave  to  fight  for  home  and  king  ; 
And  courtly  ladies  gathered  pale  and  sad 
To  wish  God  speed  upon  the  battlefield. 
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TIME  AND  PLACE 

II 

And  stern  of  mien  the  gallants  bid  farewell 

To  all  they  hold  most  precious  in  the  world, 
And  proudly  sally  forth,  banners  unfurled 

And  hearts  in  silence  sworn  to  dearly  sell 

It  may  be  life  for  Ufe,  resolved  to  quell 
The  hated  foe,  until  he  shall  be  hurled 
Abroad,  and  peace  and  honour  sit  impearled 

The  blazoned  trophies  of  their  citadel. 

And  now  methinks  I  see  the  coming  home. 
With  martial  music  heralding  from  far 
Th'  approach,  banners  uplifted,  clang  of  steel. 

And  clattering  hoofs  which  now  have  ceased  to  roam, 
And  joyous  shouts  of  welcome  from  the  war 
By  all  the  countryside  now  set  in  weal. 
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HADDON  HALL 

III 

And  now  they  come  triumphant  through  the  gate, 

Battered  and  war-worn  in  their  stately  ride. 
The  victors  of  a  hundred  fights — and  pride 

Of  dear  ones  who  in  ecstasy  await 

Their  safe  return,  anon  to  hear  relate 
Of  mighty  deeds  whose  glory  shall  abide 
Through  ages, — sorrowing  for  those  who  died 

In  honourable  combat — worthy  fate  ! 

And  afterward  rejoicings  in  the  vales 

And  o'er  the  hills  throughout  a  peaceful  land, 
The  men-folk  back  again  among  their  own, 

\Vith  happy  gatherings  in  all  the  dales 
Around  brave  Haddon,  and  on  every  hand 
The  ancient  feuds  for  ever  overthrown. 


27 


WHITE   PEBBLE   COVE,  ILFRACOMBE 

Down  in  this  little  rock-bound  cove  I  sit 

Alone,  save  for  the  swooping  gulls  that  come 

And  go — or  sleek  and  solemn  sober  perch 

Upon  the  wave-worn  ledges  of  the  rocks 

That  slanting  jut  from  out  a  quiet  sea  ; 

Above  and  round  about  me  jagged  walls — 

A  thousand  times  a  thousand  years  and  more 

Have  stood  defiant  of  the  howling  winds 

And  pounding  seas  ;  beneath  my  tired  feet 

The  silken  carpet  of  the  ocean  floor — 

Snatched  a  brief  margin  from  the  ebbing  tide, 

And  in  my  grateful  ear  the  tuneful  plash 

Of  lapping  wavelets  racing  up  the  strand. 

Each  captive  in  its  turn  and  gone  again  : 

Reaching  afar  the  silvery  shimmering  stretch 
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WHITE  PEBBLE  COVE,  ILFRACOMBE 

Of  resting  waters — weary  of  the  toil 

Of  wintry  rushing  gales,  and  overhead 

The  dazzling  azure  of  a  fieckless  sky 

Resplendent  with  the  glory  of  the  sun. 

And  as  I  blissful  gaze  upon  the  scene — 

Decked  in  its  gorgeous  robes,  and  feel  the  charm 

Of  the  surpassing  sweetness  of  its  peace, 

I  seem  to  hear  as  from  a  mystic  world. 

Sweet  whispers  of  immortal  gods,  entranced — 

As  I — insatiate  of  the  ecstasy 

Which  Nature  loves  to  pour  with  lavish  heart 

Into  the  souls  that  pass  her  way — intent : 

And  this  is  what  the  whispers  seem  to  say, 

"  Our  brother  soul,  'tis  good  to  find  thee  here 

Shut  off  from  giddy  maze  of  thoughtless  men, 

Rapt  in  these  quiet  Iiarmonies  of  things 

And  dead  to  all  that  is  not  bcaiitilul, 

For  here  the  very  gods — and  such  are  we — 
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TIME  AND  PLACE 

Do  sometimes  linger  in  a  strange  delight, 
And  though  no  mortal  coil  has  ever  pent 
Our  spirits  captive,  oft  this  way  we  pass 
On  lofty  errands,  and  are  prone  to  stay 
Our  flight  a  little  while  that  we  may  sip 
The  rapture  Sol  distils  for  human  souls. 
And  now,  good-bye,  our  brother  soul,  good-bye. 
For  duty  calls  and  we  must  on  our  way." 


30 


THE  SEA 

Hail  !  my  beloved  sea — majestic  sea — 

Thy  wonderful  unceasing  minstrelsy, 

Now  in  the  dulcet  notes — by  zephyrs  fanned — 

Of  silver  wavelets  on  the  golden  strand, — 

The  chant  of  Peace  ;  and  now  in  merry  song 

Thy  crested  waves  come  galloping  along. 

Leaping  on  high  in  ecstasy  of  glee, 

A  gay  procession  prancing  merrily, 

In  joyous  haste  to  reach  the  leeward  shore 

Where  melting  clouds  of  leaping  foam,  and  roar 

Of  martial  greeting  of  the  rocks  and  seas 

Make  revel  in  sublime  festivities  : 

Anon,  in  sterner  mood  of  rushing  gale. 

Lashed  by  Uk;  liowHng  wind,  with  hideous  wail 

Thy  billows  mountainous  with  crests  as  snow 
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Fall  crashing  in  the  yawning  vales  below, 
Instant  to  leap  again  in  boisterous  glee 
In  mocking  scorn  of  peace  :  O  wondrous  sea 
My  heart  is  filled  with  awe  and  love  of  thee. 
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TO   SAILORS   LOST   AT   SEA   IN    RESCUING 

OTHERS 

Dead  heroes  of  the  wild  and  surging  sea  ! 
The  watery  mantle  of  the  mighty  deep 
Enshrouds  your  frail  mortality  in  sleep 

That  wakes  no  more  ;  true  mariners  were  ye 

In  duty's  voyage,  courage  your  panoply, 
Ye  faltered  not,  and  now  ye  justly  reap 
A  high  reward,  for  men  and  angels  weep 

Grieving  your  faithful  hearts'  calamity. 

What  though  a  few  brief  days  are  snatched  away 
From  out  the  quiver  of  your  life's  intent  ? 
Ye  have  achieved  in  this  a  valiant  deed, 

The  glory  of  tlie  which  can  ne'er  decay, 

For  when  tlic  plaudits  of  the  world  are  spent 

There  yet  remaincth  an  eternal  meed. 
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MIDNIGHT  LONDON 

O  MIDNIGHT  Streets  of  London,  what  a  tale 
Of  joy  and  gladness — misery  and  pain 

Is  yours, — the  silent  agonizing  wail 
Of  anguished  hearts  amidst  the  happy  strain 
Of  thoughtless  bliss. 

Thronged  in  the  brilliant  way — amazing  scene 
Of  countless  humans  hurrying  here  and  there, 

Some  homeward  bound,  where  maybe  love  has  been 
Long-treasured  gift  of  each  to  each,  and  where 
Contentment  reigns. 

And  others — light  of  heart, — in  careless  glee 

Trip  merrily  along — insatiate. 
In  further  search  of  such  festivity 

As  may  be  found  where  Evil  calls  elate, 
And  sorrow  lurks. 
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And  standing  in  the  gutters,  steeped  in  woe 
Still  others — produce  of  the  greed  of  men, 

Hungry,  ill-clad,  not  knowing  where  to  go 
For  food  or  shelter,  so  to  seek  again 
A  homeless  sleep. 

O  mystery  !    that  joy  and  suffering, 
Riches  and  poverty,  and  base  desire. 

Should  form  e'en  yet  a  world's  strange  offering  : 
Yet  hath  He  not  ordained  that  all  through  fire 
Must  be  made  pure  ? 
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MY  PILGRIMAGE 


O  God  !   I  marvel  as  I  ponder  Me — 
This  Mystery  of  Me,  so  strangely  pent 
The  Now  within  this  fragile  tenement, 

But  dowered  with  wondrous  attributes  of  Thee  ; 

Beauty  and  Wisdom  all  around  I  see 
On  earth,  and  in  thy  jewelled  firmament 
The  wonders  of  Thine  Energy — unspent 

Eternal  in  its  Glorious  Majesty. 

Part  of  the  Wondrous  Whole — my  spirit  sight 
Doth  seem  to  pierce  beyond  a  farthest  bound 
Set  by  Thee  on  Thy  starlit  heavens,  and  there 

Methinks  I  see  Thee  throned  amid  the  Light 

Of  Thine  own  dazzling  Splendour,  the  Profound 

Of  Past  and  Future  Thine  Eternal  care. 
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MY   PILGRIMAGE 

II 

And  in  Thy  bounteous  Love  Thou  hast  a  care 
For  me  I  trow,  for  am  I  not  a  child 
Of  Heaven  sent  out  from  Home  into  the  wild 

Of  toiUng  worlds,  a  while  to  sojourn  there 

To  learn  of  Love  and  Wisdom  how  prepare 
For  greater  purposes  ;  so  sin  beguiled 
I  struggle  on — oft  for  the  Truth  reviled. 

Yet  growing  strength  on  strength  to  do  and  dare  ; 

And  some  day — maybe  many  aeons  yet 
I  shall  attain  the  Manhood  of  my  soul 
Fit  for  the  nobler  work  thou  hast  for  me. 

And  on  the  journey  I  shall  ne'er  forget 
Thou  hast  me  in  remembrance  in  the  roll 
Of  time  and  place  on  to  Eternity. 
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III 
And  when  at  last  my  pilgrimage  complete — 

With  Wisdom  garnered  I  return  to  Thee, 

Thy  loving  Heart  I  know  will  welcome  me 
As  I  lay  down  my  trophies  at  Thy  feet, 
The  victories  of  Love — won  in  the  heat 

Of  many  conflicts  with  the  Enemy 

Of  souls,  self  conquest,  Infidelity 
Cast  down  from  a  too  long  usurped  seat. 
And  I  would  fain  believe  I  there  shall  see 

And  better  know  my  kindred  souls  of  earth, — 
Wife — father — mother — brother — sister— friend, 
All  joined  in  perfect  loving  harmony, 

Unkindness  all  forgot,  and  only  worth 
Remembered  as  Eternity  we  wend. 
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A  SOLILOQUY 

How  vast — how  wonderful  thou  art — my  soul ! 
Though  seeming  pent  in  this  few  feet  of  clay, 
Boundless  yet  art  thou  as  Eternal  Day, 

Reaching  afar  beyond  the  planets'  roll 

Out  into  space  where  myriad  suns  control 
Their  systems  all  along  the  starlit  way, 
And  e'en  beyond  the  glorious  array 

Of  Stars  thou  seekest  yet  thy  Spirit  goal ; 

For  these  belong  to  Fleeting  Time  and  place. 
Where  sojourn  pilgrim  souls  of  gods  and  men, 
And  ajons  hence  their  purposes  fulfilled 

Will  be  no  more,  but  thou  wilt  onward  trace 
Immortal  ways — beyond  all  human  ken — 
Strewn  with  awaiting  glories  God  hath  willed. 
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THE  GREATEST  JOY 

Is  it  to  revel  in  gay-hearted  mirth  ? 
To  live  in  ecstasy  of  careless  joy, 
Snatching  with  eager  hand  each  gilded  toy 
Of  passing  pleasure,  heedless  of  the  dearth 
Of  that  true  happiness  which  cannot  birth 
Of  selfishness  ?    Say,  is  it  to  employ 
The  fleeting  moments  in  some  sweet  decoy 
Of  things  Eternal  for  the  gauds  of  earth  ? 
Truly  the  greatest  bliss  of  all  is  Love, — 
Constant,  untiring,  patient  Charity, 
That  joys  in  sacrifice, — seeks  no  reward  : 
Unto  this  end  doth  all  Creation  move. 
Drawn  by  mysterious  affinity 
Through  weal  and  woe  now  blent  in  strange 
discord. 
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THE  SOUL 

The  old  world  rolls, 
And  day  and  night  and  seasons  come  and  go, 

And  human  souls 
Speed  surely  on  in  the  Eternal  Flow. 

We  know  not  how 
Nor  whence  our  toiling  spirits  conscious  drew, 

But  here  and  now — 
In  very  truth  we  toil  and  toil  anew. 

Unto  what  end 
We  seldom  pause  to  ponder  on  the  way, 

But  onward  wend, 
Content  to  snatch  what  little  joy  we  may. 
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And  constant  miss 
The  glorious  purpose  of  our  sojourn  here, — 

The  fuller  bliss 
Of  sacrifice, — the  crown  of  saint  and  seer. 

Beyond, — the  Goal 
It  may  be  through  a  thousand  Uves  or  more. 

But  every  soul 
Must  reach — or  soon  or  late — its  Native  Shore. 
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ALONENESS 

Methinks  'twere  good  sometimes  to  dwell  apart. 
Alone  awhile  among  the  glorious  hills, 
Removed  from  city  strife  with  all  its  ills 

And  sore  perplexities,  for  there  the  heart 

May  find  the  solace  which  the  gods  impart 
To  those  who  fain  would  dedicate  their  wills 
To  pure  and  noble  ends,  and  Nature  thrills 

To  joy  from  which  the  soul  is  loth  to  part. 

There  Beauty  reigns  through  sunny  summer  days, 
O'er  verdured  vale  and  golden  gorsc-clad  slope, 
With  Peace  pervading  all  the  sunlit  scene  ; 

And  there  the  tranquil  soul  may  offer  praise 
Of  silent  rapture  in  the  precious  Hope 
Of  future  bliss  Eternal  and  serene. 
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A  STARRY  NIGHT 

My  soul  is  filled  with  wonder  as  1  gaze 
Afar  into  the  depths  beyond  the  night, — 
Through  darkened  heavens  veiled  from  the  light 

Of  sun  or  moon,  but  jewelled  with  the  blaze 

Of  myriad  distant  burning  suns,  whose  rays 

Have    travelled    down    through    a^ons    in    their 

flight. 
And  yet  through  untold  ages  shall  incite 

In  countless  souls  a  reverent  amaze. 

What  majesty  of  Wisdom  that  hath  wrought 
Of  its  stupendous  power  the  mighty  whole  ! 
Millions  of  worlds — each  in  appointed  course. 

In  order  perfect,  and  with  blessings  fraught 

As  place  of  sojourn  for  evolving  soul 

Of  god  or  man  unto  the  Goal  perforce. 
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DOUBT 

Whisper  me  not,  insinuating  Doubt, 
That  Life  is  ended  in  the  gruesome  grave  ; 
That  when  this  ever-dying  flesh  is  dead 
And    merged    again    whence    it    but    yester 

came, 
My  rivulet  of  Spirit  shall  not  find 
The    Ocean    whence    it    drew    and    whither 

flows  : 

Truly  the  mystery  in  union 

Of  mortal  and  immortal  elements 

Which  constitute  me  man,  is  hidden  deep 

Beyond  the  probe  of  vaunting  intellect. 

And  so  'twere  foolishness  for  me  to  say 

That  verities  have  no  abifling  place 

Beyond  the  margin  of  this  puny  brain, — 
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Insensate  arrogance  of  human  pride — 
Essay  encompass  by  poor  finite  thought 
The  mystery  of  ImmortaUty  ! 
Begone  !   'twere  waste  to  further  argue  me  ! 
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THE  OLD  YEAR 

Another  milestone  by  the  tortuous  way 
Of  life  is  passed,  and  as  I  anxious  press 
Perplexed  toward  the  distant  goal,  distress 
Of  added  failure  to  my  sad  array 
Of  bygone  years  doth  fill  me  with  dismay. 
Lest  I  should  fail  by  weight  of  weariness 
To  struggle  steadfast  on  in  fearlessness 
Of  faith  that  Gloom  will  brighten  into  Day 
Yet  as  I  gaze  along  the  future  years, 

I  fain  would  have  them  mine,  despite  the  pain 
That  must  be  theirs,  for  joy  of  victory 
Hard  won — shall  overwhelm  all  poltroon  fears. 
And  better  fit  me  when  I  come  again 
For  greater  work  in  the  Futurity. 
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ON  THE  OLD  BRIDGE 


Here  on  the  old  stone  bridge  I  love  to  rest 
And  gaze  around  upon  the  countryside, — 
A  verdured  landscape  stretching  far  and  wide, 

With  here  and  there  the  golden  cornfields  dressed, 

Afar  beyond  the  undulating  crest 

Of  distant  hills  with  light  and  shadow  pied, 
As  fleecy  clouds  above  majestic  ride 

Before  a  summer  breeze  from  out  the  West  ; 

Beneath  the  ancient  arch  all  lichen  grown. 
The  quiet  waters  of  the  Bollin  flow 

Between  its  winding  banks,  its  placid  face 

A  faithful  mirror  to  the  Beauty  strown 

Across  the  blue — and  on  the  verge  where  grow 

The  slender  rushes  waving  full  of  grace. 
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ON  THE  OLD   BRIDGE 

II 

Along  the  marge  the  wagtails  strut  and  run 

In  search  of  unsuspecting  insect  fare  ; 

Anon  a  water-fowl  all  unaware 
Of  human  watcher — joyeth  in  the  sun  ; 
The  quiet  cattle — ere  the  day  is  done 

Move  slowly  grazing  up  the  scented  air, 

And  workers  from  the  fields  homeward  repair 
To  evening  meal  and  golden  rest  well  won  : 
And  I  enamoured  of  the  peaceful  scene, — 

The  joy  of  living  things  content  each  day 
With  daily  happenings,  with  grateful  soul 
Turn  homeward  too,  happy,  content,  serene, 

Rejoicing  in  the  beauty  of  the  way 

Of  Life  though  scattered  Now  with  many  a  dole. 
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WASTED  TIME 

What  two-edged  frauds  men  practise  on  the  soul, 
Along  the  little  journey  of  the  years  ; 
Made  easy  captive  by  unworthy  fears, 

They  palter  Truth,  and  fain  would  play  the  role 

Of  saint  and  sinner,  thinking  to  cajole 
The  conscience  from  the  tenets  it  reveres, 
By  cunning  arguments  the  Devil  rears. 

And  so  the  angels  weep  in  very  dole. 

0  to  recall  the  wasted  moments  past ! 
Time — meant  to  ripen  in  the  sunny  Truth, 
And  bring  forth  harvest  for  the  world  and 
Heaven, — 

Spent  in  the  shadows  where  decay  runs  fast ; 

And  so  by  loss  and  lack  of  gain,  in  sooth 

All  stand  in  twofold  need  to  be  forgiven. 
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MORNING 

Joyous — the  wakening  spirit  hails  the  Morn, 

Reincarnated  from  the  mystic  reahn 

Of  calm  renewing  Sleep, — the  antidote 

To  strain  and  stress  of  day-wrought  weariness,- 

It  holds  anew  sweet  commune  with  the  book 

Which  Natures  opes  to  each  successive  sun, 

And  yearns  to  feel  again  the  thrill  of  joy 

Born  of  the  touch  of  heart  with  kindred  heart. 

O  ecstasy  of  living  !  precious  gift 

Of  partnership  with  God  in  mundane  things, — 

The  glorious  consciousness  of  entity. 

Now  circumscribed  by  narrow  bounds  of  sense. 

Yet  sometimes  reaching  in  the  quest  of  Light 

Far  up  the  vistas  of  Divine  intent. 

For  me,  m  truth,  this  iicritage  ol  days — 
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So  brief  of  tenure,  yet  so  rich  in  weal 
Tempered  with  chastening  woe,  doth  hnk  the  soul,- 
Despite  the  honest  doubts  of  other  men — 
Back  to  the  great  Eterne  and  on  to  God. 
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THE  SOUL'S  FUTURE 

Shall  not  my  precious  soul — so  conscious  here 
Of  life  and  love  and  joy  and  hope  and  fear. 
Still  hold — when  earthly  trammels  fall  away — 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  a  soul  alway  ? 

Shall  I  not  still  possess  the  gifts  Divine 
Which  I  have  fondly  hoped  for  ever  mine 
Bestowed — as  I  have  fondly  dared  believe, 
To  husband  well,  and  greater  gifts  receive  ? 

Shall  all  these  anxious  years  of  mine  be  spent 
For  naught,  and  travel  upward  only  meant 
That  greater  be  the  measure  of  the  fall, — 
Annihilation  for  tlie  end  of  all  ? 
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Shall  hope  and  love  and  suffering  and  joy 
Lead  nowhere, — be  with  sin  the  careless  toy 
Of  Him  who  hath  created  worlds  and  men, 
To  trick  with, — making  to  destroy  again  ? 

Shall  these  fond  visions  of  a  Glorious  Hence 
Be  but  deceptions  of  a  huge  pretence. 
And  all  these  yearnings  for  a  loving  God, 
Be  buried  with  my  clay  beneath  the  sod  ? 

No  !  verily  shall  nothing  be  destroyed. 
Save  sin  and  death,  and  I  shall  be  employed. 
With  senses  glorified  among  the  spheres 
In  works  of  Love  throughout  the  endless  years  ! 
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NOONTIDE 

A  SUMMER  day,  the  sun  at  noonday  height 

Flooded  his  golden  glory  over  all, 

And  as  I  pensive  paced  the  flowery  mead, 

A  whelming  ecstasy  swept  through  my  soul 

Transporting  me  into  a  dream  of  bliss 

Surpassing  fair  ;  no  longer  prone  to  ill — 

The  cumbered  soul  with  mortal  trappings  on, 

But  for  the  nonce  regenerate  and  free. 

Loosed  from  the  bondage  of  world  vanities, 

And  with  deep  yearning  for  its  sweeter  joys 

Rejoicing  in  the  pure  and  beautiful. 

Dead  to  the  fretting  world  I  lay  me  down 

Upon  a  grassy  slope  beside  the  wood, 

And  for  a  time  forgot  my  joyous  soul 

Safe  housM  still  in  human  tenement 
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Of  mortal  sensibilities,  so  rapt 

And  so  enchantingly  allured  was  I 

From  out  all  worldliness  into  a  sphere 

Of  exquisite  realities  made  up, — 

The  great  blue  vault,  the  undulating  hills, 

The  stately  trees,  the  very  blades  of  grass 

Were  true  companionship  of  soul  to  me, 

And  as  the  gentle  moving  of  the  breeze 

Among  the  rustling  foliage  overhead, — 

The  whispers  of  its  dulcet  cadences 

Amid  the  little  world  of  greenery 

That  waved  caressingly  all  round  about, — 

The  babbling  of  the  joyous  rivulet 

Upon  its  hurrying  journey  to  the  sea, — 

And  song  of  happy  birds  high  in  the  heavens 

Or  chanting  praises  in  their  leafy  bowers, — 

Made  sweetest  music  to  my  raptured  ear, 

And  thrilled  my  soul  with  many  tender  thoughts,- 
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NOONTIDE 

I  could  not — if  I  would — but  feel  that  these 

Were  verily  a  reciprocity 

To  love  that  flowed  from  out  my  grateful  soul,- 

Pulsations  of  some  Mighty  Entity, — 

Sweet  wooings  of  the  Father's  loving  heart 

That  I  would  leave  the  grosser  things  of  life. 

And  cleaving  to  these  pure  companionships, 

Prepare  my  soul  for  the  great  Festival 

When  pilgrim  souls  will  all  be  gathered  Home. 
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FRIENDSHIP 

Unfailing  well  of  joy — spontaneous  sprung 

From  merge  of  kindred  souls,  or  old  or  young — 

A  dual  entity  of  faithful  hearts, 

Where  joys  commingle  and  mere  self  departs, 

With  kindly   thoughts   and  deeds   from   each    to 

each 

Evoked,  and  where  no  evil  thoughts  impeach  ; 

In  praise  of  virtues  with  no  flattering  tongue 

Revealed,  nor  grudgingly,  but  sweetly  sung 

In  proof  of  love  ;  if  of  the  foibles — well — 

'Tis  also  love  that  friend  to  friend  should  tell 

Of  stumbling-blocks  and  pitfalls  in  the  way 

Of  life's  perplexing  twilight  unto  Day  : 

Thus  in  accord,  true  hearts  will  ever  be 

Weaving  remembrance  of  sweet  amity, 
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FRIENDSHIP 

Through  which  the  warp  and  weft  of  Truth  and  Love 
Will  run  unceasing  through  the  life  above. 
For  There  as  here,  like  into  like  doth  weave 
The  shuttle  of  affinity,  and  cleave 
In  loving  embrace  through  Eternity. 
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AN  ANNIVERSARY 

Just  twenty  times  the  round  of  seasons  now 
Since  we  were  joined  in  holy  marriage  state, 
And  each  fond  heart  to  other  did  relate 
Love  and  fidelity  in  solemn  vow  : 
Youth  then  sat  fair  upon  the  hopeful  brow, 
Free  from  the  furrows  which  unswerving  fate 
Cleaves  in  his  onward  march — insatiate. 
And  yet  methinks  the  dying  years  endow 
The  future  with  a  wealth  surpassing  Youth 
With  all  its  bounteous  stores  of  golden  bliss. 
For  these  ere  long  we  know  must  pass  away  ; 
Whilst  age  bestoweth  fuller  joy,  in  sooth 
That  deepening  sympathy  of  Love  that  is 
At  length  made  perfect  in  Eternal  Day. 
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A  VALENTINE 

As  Time  rolls  on,  age  works  apace, 

And  with  firm  hand  carves  on  each  face 

The  story  of  the  days  and  years, 

In  weal  and  woe — in  joys  and  tears. 

Inscribing  thus  the  tale  of  life  ; 

And  so  it  is  with  thee — my  wife. 

For  though  as  yet  thy  marble  brow 

Resists  his  chisel,  yet  I  trow 

He  works  with  such  relentless  hand. 

Thou  canst  not  ever  thus  withstand 

His  purpose  ;  but  when  eyes  grow  dim, 

And  frailty  is  in  every  limb, 

My  love  shall  ever  brighter  shine 

For  thee,  dear  Nan,  my  valentine. 
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TO  A  POET  FRIEND 

I  NOW  inscribe  upon  thy  page — my  verse, 
In  token  of  a  brother  bard's  esteem  ; 
And  as  I  float  adown  the  pleasant  stream 

That  courses  through  my  heart  in  sweet  rehearse 

Of  happy  memories,  I  fondly  nurse 
The  glad  remembrances  of  thee, — a  gleam 
Of  bright  and  real  joy, — no  passing  dream 

Which  the  realities  of  hfe  disperse. 

So — may  we  long  continue  in  accord, 
Our  hearts  attuned  in  perfect  harmony, 
Where  no  discordant  note  is  ever  heard. 

Sincerity  the  key,  and  every  chord 

Struck  in  our  friendship  here,  a  symphony 
Of  kind  and  earnest  thought  and  faithful  word. 
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NIGHT 

Surpassing  sweet  at  hush  of  eventide — 
To  sit  and  watch  the  hght  of  day  depart, 
And  feel  the  solemn  calm  of  Night  come  on, 
When  Nature  loves  to  wrap  herself  in  rest 
In  sweet  resuscitation  for  the  joys 
Of  the  to-morrow  ;  the  feathered  songsters 
Irked  of  the  revelry  of  golden  day 
In  happy  flight  and  ecstasy  of  song, 
Glad  quit  the  weary  wing  and  fading  sky 
Responsive  to  the  call  of  soothing  night. 
And  winged  and  creeping  insects  hurry  home 
In  quest  of  peaceful  resting  till  return 
Of  morning  bUss  ;  for  creatures  small  and  great- 
Save  nightly  prowls  that  sleep  tiic  joyous  day — 

All  hail  with  gratitude  the  rcstfulness 
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Of  night,  and  dear  old  constant  Mother  Earth 
Upon  her  roUing  journey  through  the  sky, 
Rejoiceth  in  the  respite  darkness  brings 
Lest  satiate  of  Ught  she  droop  and  die. 
And  whilst  all  rest,  how  marvellously  true 
The  silent  working  of  the  mighty  laws 
That  hold  the  Universe  in  safe  engrasp. 
For  men  capriciously  may  do  their  wont 
And  so  perturb  the  peaceful  equipoise 
Of  God-appointed  balances,  but  these — 
True  as  the  Love  that  rolled  them  out  of  Heaven 
Keep  on  their  ordered  courses  through  all  Time 
Or  it  were  woeful  day  for  wilful  man 


64 


MY  SPARK     • 

Truly  a  spark  of  the  Eternal  Fire 

Am  I,  now  manifest  a  human  soul ; 

I  know  not  how  nor  why  I  left  the  Whole, 
Maybe  some  purpose  infinitely  higher 
Than  now  appears,  but  ere  my  spark  expire 

I  know  that  I  must  pay  the  human  toll 

Of  service  unto  others  in  the  roll 
Of  Time,  with  self  a  sacrificial  pyre. 
What  glory  may  be  mine  if  I  but  lift 

My  little  spark-lamp  o'er  the  dismal  way 
Of  some  benighted  soul  I  know  not  yet  ; 
Enough — I  see  ahead  the  Sunlit  rift 

Through  which  all  souls  may  pass  to  Open-Day 
And  so  1  onward  press  without  regret. 
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THE  SUN 

Master-painter,  lord  of  thy  spouse  the  Earth, 
Her  beauty  in  thine  absence  unrevealed, 

But  at  thy  touch  instant  she  giveth  birth 
To  glories  but  for  thee  she  keepeth  sealed. 

Her  raiment  all  resplendent  in  thy  gaze, 

Decked  with  a  thousand  tints  and  gorgeous  hues, 

But  lest  she  droop  beneath  thy  searching  rays 
Thou  sendest  darkness  and  refreshing  dews. 
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THE  MOON 

She  sails  majestic  through  the  Southern  sea 
Of  heaven,  a  glorious  argosy  of  light 

Full  orbed,  and  for  the  world's  felicity 
Dispenseth  of  her  largess  to  the  night. 

The  silvern  beauty  of  her  paled  face — 
Reflected  glory  of  the  golden  sun, 

And  constant  in  her  Mother  Earth's  embrace 
She  holdeth  on  her  way  till  Time  is  done. 
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LIGHT 

Glory  of  Heaven — poured  through  outer  skies — 
The  Fire  of  which  God  lit  each  blazing  sun. 

Whence  until  Time  be  ended  mysteries 
Of  life  and  evolution  ever  run. 

And  when  at  last  the  starry  lamps  are  spent, 
Will  utter  darkness  reign  outside  God's  Hcaven,- 

A  place  of  blank  Eternal  punishment 
For  perverse  souls  that  would  not  be  forgiven. 
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DARKNESS 

This  the  sweet  hour  of  quiet  pensive  mood, 
Wrapped  in  the  darkness  of  the  silent  night, 

Removed  from  sunshine  where  the  heart  is  wooed 
By  joys  that  hold  the  senses  in  deUght. 

Alone  with  God,  He  whispers  to  the  soul 
The  sweet  assurance  of  Eternal  Day, 

Beyond  the  shadows  of  the  planets'  roll 
When  pain  and  sorrow  will  have  passed  away. 
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THE  CUCKOO 

List  to  the  cuckoo  song, 

It  brings  along 

Sweet  promises  of  happy  mating  days, 

When  all  the  feathered  throng 

Return  once  more  from  sunny  Southern  ways  : 

Glad  to  come  back  again 

To  leafy  glen 

And  cooler  summer  haunts  of  Northern  climes, 

Where  upland,  moor,  and  fen 

Await  them  with  the  joys  of  former  times. 

And  soon  each  mated  pair, 

With  patient  care 

Will  cunning  build  its  little  nuptial  home. 

Whence  on  the  sunny  air 

A  feathered  progeny  will  happy  roam. 
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THE  CUCKOO 

And  many  a  maiden  heart 

By  Cupid's  dart 

Made  captive  to  the  wooing  of  her  swain. 

Will  joyful  take  the  part 

Of  youthful  bride  with  all  its  blissful  train. 

So  as  each  Spring  comes  round. 

New  joys  are  found, 

That  keep  the  world  for  ever  bright  and  young, 

For  loving  thoughts  abound 

And  joy  and  gladness  is  on  every  tongue. 
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THE  BUTTERFLY 

Fragile  creature  of  the  summer  days, 

Thy  Uttle  Hfe  a  joyous  praise 

Of  merry  gambols  down  the  sunny  hours, 

Now  'mid  the  flowers, — 

Anon  to  flit  across  the  ripening  corn, 

Never  forlorn, 

For  everywhere  the  sunshine  falls  upon 

Is  paradise  to  thee,  and  fluttering  on 

Thy  light  heart  goes 

Rejoicing  in  the  little  world  it  knows 

So  full  of  bliss  ; 

But  yesterday  a  dormant  chrysalis — 

To-day  a  gorgeous  thing  of  happy  flight, 

So  exquisitely  bright, 

Nought  in  the  realm  of  flowery  things 
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THE   BUTTERFLY 

Transcends    in    loveliness    the    painted    feather- 
ings 
Of  the  frail  wings 
That  bear  thee  onward  in  thy  gambollings. 
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THE  BEE 

Thou  happy  toiler  of  the  crowded  hive, 

Where  all  must  thrive 

Or  suffer  banishment ; 

Fain  would  I  emulate  thy  sweet  content 

In  doing  well  thy  httle  life's  intent. 

With  wondrous  instinct  and  unerring  skill, 

Thou  dost  fulfil — 

Amid  the  host — thy  share, 

Dost  build  thy  little  wax-walled  cell  with  care,- 

Wherein  to  lay  thy  store  of  winter  fare. 

So  all  thy  busy  fellows,  each  inspired 
With  justice,  fired 
With  an  untiring  zeal 
In  gladly  working  for  the  common  weal, 
Integrity  the  motto — thrift  the  seal. 
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THE  BEE 

Truly  thy  ways  are  full  of  wise  conceit, 

Where  virtues  meet, 

Pattern  to  vaunting  man 

With  all  his  high-born  intellect  and  plan 

Of  life  —which  angels  weep  o'er  as  they  scan. 
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TO  MY  DEAD  DOG 

Alas  !  poor  dog,  thou  couldst  not  ever  know 
By  such  dim  knowledge  as  was  thine  on  earth- 
If  even  yet  possessed — how  sad  I  grow. 
As  I  sit  gazing  on  the  fireUt  hearth, 
And  think  of  thee. 


This  was,  mcthinks,  the  dearest  spot  to  thee 
In  all  the  home,  as  in  thy  latter  days, 
With  feeble  limbs  and  eyes  which  scarce  could  see. 
Thou  hadst  forsaken  all  thy  romping  ways, 
And  lov'dst  to  rest. 
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TO   MY   DEAD   DOG 

Faithful  companion  through  these  sixteen  years 
Thou  hast  been  scarcely  ever  from  my  side  ; 
Glad  in  my  joys,  and  when  the  coursing  tears 
Of  pain  or  sorrow  down  my  cheek  did  glide, 
Grieving  with  me. 

And  now  I  grieve  for  thee,  and  would  recall 
The  petulance  of  heart  I  oft  have  shown. 
When  most  thou  wast  in  need  of  care  and  all 
The  tenderness  to  which  I  now  am  prone 
In  thought  of  thee. 

And  often  I  pay  visit  to  the  place 
Where  wc  have  laid  thy  weary  bones  to  rest 
Within  the  garden  fence— the  little  space 
Above  the  grotto  facing  t(j  the  west — 
Beneath  the  trees. 
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TIME  AND  PLACE 

And  there,  at  eventide,  when  sun  is  low,- 
His  fading  glory  painted  on  the  sky, — 
I  stand,  and  let  my  grief  and  pity  flow, 
And  lo,  I  seem  to  hear  a  piteous  cry 
Of  gratitude. 
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DEATH  OF  CAPTAIN  WEBB 

AT 

NIAGARA 

Poor  Webb  !   stalwart  of  frame,  of  noble  mien, 
With  courage  welling  to  the  brimming  o'er 
The  narrow  borders  of  its  human  shore  ; 

Glad  are  thy  fellows  thy  dare  deeds  have  been 

So  bravely  wrought,  though  they  had  rather  seen 
The  splendid  courage  devoted  to  more 
Worthy  ends,  but  now  doth  a  world  deplore 

Thy  self-inflicted  loss  in  pitying  teen. 

Methinks  I  see  thee — calm  and  resolute 
Float  gently  down  the  water's  placid  face 
Below  the  falls,  a  raging  hell  beneath — 

Beyond  awaiting  thee,  and  men  stand  mute. 

As  they  beheld  thee  in  thy  mad  embrace 

Witli  Nature — seeking  victory  or  death. 
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TO  PRINCESS  BEATRICE 

1896 

A  nation's  grief  commingles  with  your  own, 
O  widowed  princess,  in  this  flood  of  woe 
Which  the  great  King  of  Kings  permits  to  flow 

In  whelming  torrent  o'er  your  heart  made  lone. 

Reft  the  most  cherished  joy  your  life  hath  known. 
Truly  'tis  hard  to  let  the  spirit  flow 
In  meek  submission  'neath  so  dread  a  blow, 

For  which  it  seemeth  naught  can  e'er  atone. 

And  yet  as  Time  unrolls  the  secret  chart 
Of  hidden  ways  your  feet  have  yet  to  tread. 
Your  soul  shall  find  where  seemed  but  blank 
despair. 

New  joy  begot  of  sorrow,  in  your  heart 

A  deeper  trust  in  the  great  Love  that  shed 

About  your  troubled  way  such  tender  care. 
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KRUGER 
1899 

Where  stolid  ignorance  is  seated  high. 
Robed  in  the  power  of  oUgarchal  state, — 
How  barbarous  the  arrogance — how  great 

The  tyranny  that  brooketh  no  reply  ! 

But  when  the  poor  warped  soul  would  sanctify 
Its  own  ignoble  acts,  and  glibly  prate 
Of  Heaven's  blessing  falling  where  but  Hate 

Is  deeply  rooted,  it  shall  surely  die : 

Such  is  the  picture  of  tliis  hard  old  man. 
Deceived — it  may  be — by  his  selfish  heart 
Into  profound  belief  that  Dark  is  Light  ; 

But  what  shall  it  avail  in  tlie  great  plan 
Of  Justice — such  an  one  as  he  took  part 

In  clogging  a  brief  space  the  wheels  of  Right  ! 
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THE  GREAT  WHITE  CZAR 

1904-5 

Behold  the  Great  White  Czar  !  once  honoured  Czar 

Of  all  the  Russias — yea — of  all  the  world, 

In  that  his  erstwhile  would-be  pure  white  heart, 

Grieved  for  the  sorrows  of  a  world  distraught 

By  all  the  hellishness  of  insane  wars, 

And  dreamed  the  glory  of  a  world-wide  peace. 

When  all  the  nations  should  for  ever  sheath 

The  cruel  sword  and  live  in  harmony. 

His  was  the  Wisdom  to  initiate — 

In  converse  with  his  compeers  of  the  thrones — 

The  happy  means  to  end  so  glorious, 

And  all  the  peoples  thankfully  rejoiced 

In  the  fond  hope  that  miserable  greeds 

And  sanguinary  feuds  should  be  no  more  : 
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THE  GREAT  WHITE  CZAR 

Yet,  but  a  few  brief  seasons  gone,  alas  ! 

And  now  behold,  his  hardened  heart  deep  dyed 

Red  in  the  blood  of  legions  sacrificed 

To  pride  of  Czar  and  boasted  majesty 

Of  state, — in  verity  the  devilry. 

Born  of  an  arrogant  autocracy 

Blind  to  all  justice  in  the  greed  of  power  ; 

Woe  to  the  callous  infamy  of  heart, 

That  lightly  dares  to  hurl  reluctant  souls — 

All  unprepared — unhappily  maybe, — 

Hence  to  the  Great  Unknowable  Beyond, 

Regardless  of  the  lifelong  sorrowings 

Of  countless  widows  and  the  outraged  homes 

Of  all  the  fatherless,  whose  misery 

Shall  be  avenged  by  the  hand  of  God. 
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EDWARD  THE  PEACEMAKER 
May  yth,  1910 

The  king  is  dead — beloved  king  is  dead  ! 

King  of  the  mightiest  realm  the  world  hath  known, 
And  now  a  sorrowing  nation  bows  the  head 

In  poignant  grief  at  his  vacated  throne. 

Too  brief  hath  been  the  tenure  of  his  crown, 
A  decade  scarce,  yet  rich  in  noble  deeds 

In  the  pursuit  of  peace  and  pulling  down 
Of  systems  based  upon  ambitions  greeds. 

Edward  the  Peacemaker — himself  at  peace 

With  all  the  world,  world  he  hath  closer  knit 
In  amity  of  intercourse  where  cease 

Unworthy  motives  by  base  passions  lit. 
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EDWARD  THE  PEACEMAKER 

And  so  the  nations — near — and  from  afar 
Sorrow  with  us  in  this  our  cup  of  woe, 

Remembering  how  rare  such  monarchs  are, 
How  great  the  loss  of  him  who  is  laid  low. 

Alas  !  farewell  to  thee — O  king — on  earth, 
For  gods  await  thine  advent  otherwhere, 

Bringing  thee  honours  fitting  to  thy  worth. 
And  charging  thee  in  greater  works  to  share. 
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ENGLAND,    AWAKE! 

AGADIR 
I9II 

England,  awake  !  build  up  your  iron  walls, 

Strong  to  resist  the  shock  of  foreign  arms  ; 

Awake  !    Awake  !  these  are  no  false  alarms. 
But  ringing  notes  of  warning  danger  calls. 
No  longer  sleep,  up — ere  the  foeman  falls 

Upon  your  drowsy  fleets,  amid  the  calms 

Of  false  security  and  foolish  charms 
Of  self-sufficiency  and  party  brawls. 
Up  !    Up  !   awaken  all  your  dogs  of  war. 

For — once  awake — they  fear  no  lurking  foe 
Though    he    be    clad    in   latest    dreadnought 
steel. 
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ENGLAND,   AWAKE! 

Up  England  !  let  the  nations  near  and  far 
See  you  at  last  awake,  that  they  may  know 
What  vengeance  yours  if  forth  your  thunders 
peal. 
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THE  WAR-LORD 
August,  1 914 

The  world  at  war  !  at  last  the  fateful  hour 

Has  struck,  and  mighty  legions  onward  rush 

To  shock  of  arms  :   you  War-Lord  without  blush 

Flung  Truth  and  Honour  down,  and  thought  to 
cower 

The  upright  into  homage  to  your  power. 
Daring  to  call  on  God  to  help  you  crush 
All  those  who  honour  Right,  and  aid  you  hush 

The  voice  of  Justice  and  the  Truth  deflower. 

Skilled  in  hypocrisy,  with  cold  proud  heart 
Bent  on  a  wicked  and  insatiate  greed 

Of  power,  you  have  professed  these  later  years 

To  champion  Peace,  and  well  have  played  the  part. 
Unmasked  you  glory  in  this  hellish  deed 

Of  war — whilst  all  the  world  looks  on  through 

tears. 
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THE  WAR-LORD 
Christmas,  1916 

So,  War-lord, — would-be  ruler  of  the  earth, — 
Glutted  with  all  the  cruel  devilries 
Of  wanton  war,  your  fiendish  infamies 

Accurst  in  Want,  you  whimper  at  the  dearth 

Among  your  own  of  things  that  make  life  worth 
The  living,  and  in  foul  hypocrisies 
Of  godliness  dare  charge  your  enemies 

With  this  great  crime  of  War  which  you  gave  birth  ; 

And  having  plunged  a  peaceful  World  in  grief 
Of  rapine,  murder,  all  the  sufferings 

Of  war,  you  proffer  it  your  blood-stained  hand 

In  a  pretended  peace,  in  fond  belief 
Your  miserable  cunning  vapourings 

It  is  too  ignorant  to  understand. 
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THE  WAR-LORD 

November,  1918 

At  last,  arch-hypocrite,  thou  art  brought  low. 
With  all  thy  brutal  ruffians  of  the  sword, 
Professed  Divine  appointed  thou  hast  warred 

To  win  the  world,  and  spite  of  all  the  woe 

With  wicked  cunning  down  the  years  didst  sow 
The  seeds  of  bloody  strife,  by  all  abhorred 
Save  evil-hearted  dupes  who  did  applaud 

Thee — urging  thee  to  strike  the  fateful  blow. 

But  now  the  nations  from  the  East  and  West 
Are  knit  together  in  a  sacred  bond, 

Resolved  to  cast  thee  down  into  the  dust, 

That  henceforth  now  a  bleeding  world  may  rest 

Secure  throughout  the  future,  far  beyond 

The  reach  and  sorrow  of  thy  martial  lust. 
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BELGIUM 
1918 

Hail,  little  Belgium  of  intrepid  soul ! 

That  instant  dared  oppose  the  mightiest  foe 
The  World  hath  known,  and  counting  not  the  woe 

That  needs  must  fall  upon  thee,  didst  enrol 

Thy  valiant  sons  to  keep  thine  Honour  whole. 
Whilst  all  the  world  looked  on  with  heart  aglow 
In  consternation  lest  the  mighty  flow 

Should  whelm  thee  in  its  ceaseless  onward  roll  ; 

Yet  ever  faithful  unto  Honour's  call, 
Through  four  long  years  of  hellish  infamies 
Wrought  by  inhuman  hordes,  unfaltering. 

Defiant  in  profound  belief  that  all 

Who  uphold  Right  prevail,  thy  miseries 
Are  crowned  with  joy  worthy  the  suffering. 
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FRANCE 

1918 

Indomitable  France  !  at  last  thy  day 

Has  dawned  from  out  the  darkness  of  the  night 

Of  countless  infamies  beyond  recite, 

Yet  never  doubting — in  thy  deep  dismay 

Of  sorrow  piled  on  sorrow  on  the  way — 

That  infamy  should  perish  in  the  fight 

'Gainst  Honour,  Freedom,  Justice  and  the  Right, 

Though  long  delayed  beneath  the  tyrants'  sway  : 

And  now  the  hideous  Wrong  that  fell  on  thee 

When  vanquished  by  the  same  inhuman  foe, 

Has  been  avenged, — thine  Alsace  and  Lorraine 

Restored  to  thee,  and  the  vile  enemy 

Cast  down  beneath  the  heavy  weight  of  woe 

In  lust  he  had  prepared  for  thee  again. 
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ENGLAND 

1914 

Proud  Albion  !  mistress  of  all  the  seas, 
And  lands  far  scattered  o'er  the  great  round  world, 
With  Liberty  and  Justice  set  impearled 

On  thine  escutcheon  down  the  centuries, — 

Outraged  at  last  by  wanton  enemies 

Who  know  not  Honour,  hast  thy  flag  unfurled 
In  challenge  to  dishonour  as  it  hurled 

Inhuman  hordes  upon  world  destinies. 

Enough  for  thee  that  Freedom  was  assailed 
By  brutal  Force  that  scorned  Eternal  Laws  : 
Not  waiting  till  it  pillaged,  burned, 

Ravished  and  ni\irdcred  innocents  who  failed 
To  do  it  iKjmage  in  a  feigned  applause 

Of  iMight  !   truly  God's  Justice  is  well  earned. 
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AMERICA 
1916 

Through  bitter  years  of  world-wide  suffering, 
Removed  a  thousand  leagues  across  the  sea, 
Thwarted  at  home  by  ahcn  perfidy, 

Angered  she  watched, — compelled  to  bear  the  sting 

Of  outrage  upon  outrage,  paltering 

With  crime — her  heart  the  while  in  sympathy 
With  nations  fighting  for  world  Liberty 

Against  ambitions  of  an  insane  King. 

Driven  at  last  into  a  wild  remorse — 
Her  Honour  caUing  for  a  swift  avenge, 
She  buckled  on  her  armour  for  the  fight. 

And  crossed  the  seas,  to  hurl  her  eager  force 

Upon  the  hated  foe  in  sweet  revenge, 

And  vindicate  at  last  her  love  of  Right. 
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GERMANY 
1914-1918 

Insatiate  in  wicked  lust  of  Power, 
Gendered  by  wanton  conquests  in  the  past, 
And  brooded  o'er  by  generations  cast 
In'military  bondage,  evil  dower 
Of  infamous  designs  that  would  deflower 

Right,  Honour,  Justice,  whilst  a  world  aghast 
Stood  wondering  if  Providence  at  last 
Would  strike  the  Monster  down  in  some  great  hour. 
Decade  on  decade  hast  thou  flung  away 
All  sense  of  Honour  to  insensate  greeds. 
Toasting  "  The  Day  "  when  all  restraint  should 
cease  : 
Thank  God  !   "  The  Day  "  hath  dawned — victorious 
day 
Of  Retribution  for  inhuman  deeds. 
That  hence  a  martyred  World  may  live  in  peace. 
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THE  LAST  ROMANOFF 
1917 

Inglorious  monarch  of  once  mighty  throne, — 
Dupe  of  thine  aUen  heartless  traitress  queen, 
Whose  Teuton  blood  and  marriage  bond  have  been 

The  subtle  means  by  which  were  secret  sown 

Insidious  decay  of  empire,  strown 
With  skilful  cunning  through  the  land  unseen 
By  thee,  whilst  she  exulting  watched  serene 

Thy  tottering  House  of  Romanoff  o'erthrown. 

So  thou — weak  soul — hast  made  the  great  atone 
Unto  thine  outraged  people,  who  had  called 
Thee  "  Little  Father  " — looking  up  to  thee  ; 

She  calling  all  in  vain  unto  her  own 

For  safe  retreat  ;   abandoned,  lost,  appalled, 
Hurled  blood-stained  shrieking  to  Eternity. 
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